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matter of split-seconds. The " *&*& " resolved itself
into a matter of clear thinking, close calculation, and
the gallant taking of a long chance. If my distrust of
the "miracle" was gone, my respect for the boy
David, and for the truth of the chronicle came back
with an overwhelming rush. "
I wish that I had had more time, and opportunity,
to visit more of the scenes of the old Tale, for I am
sure, with intelligence and a clear reading, that most
of the Bible could be proved to be true enough in its
historical accounts.
Back we rode to Beit Jibrin, and next morning, by
way of the track-road at the foot of the mountains,
we passed across the opening of the Vale of Sorek,
agog with its contacts with Philistines, and redolent
of the story of Samson and his Delilah. By way of the
Babrel-Wad Inn, one of the stations on the Pilgrim
Way between Jaffa and Jerusalem, we came to the
main road and so back to the Holy City.
One more trip I made. I visited Jaffa and Tel Aviv,
its twin city. The sheer modern efficiency and pro-
gressive aggressiveness of the Jewish capital were over-
powering. Jaffa is dying, a place of hatred, futile anger
and lost hope.
I was glad to leave both towns and to return to my
Hospice in Jerusalem,